





MOTLEY 
NOTES 






E have it on _ the 

authority of Vanity 

Fair that millinery 

this season is to produce a new 

white with the _ fascinating name of “ wine-white.” 

Dresses made of “wine-white,” of course, should be worn 
tight. A staggering costume. 


PEAcE TERMs. 
(Addressed to the Boers.) 
The strongest Ministry of modern times 
Has viewed your treachery with indignation, 
And now, for all your wickedness and crimes, 
With Saxon meekness, offers compensation. 


Our old election pledges were a snare, 

The views that then we held were just transitional ; 
Now, with unbending sternness, we declare 

If you surrender it must be conditional. 


We mocked the Little Englanders who shrieked 

That we must give you back your land, your freedom ; 
But now, of course, our vengeance being wrecked, 

We will restore them both, if you should need ‘em. 


Pray ask for anything that you require, 

We only spent our bravest blood and treasure, 
That when the ringing bugles sound “Cease Fire !’ 

We may demand, back bent, to know your pleasure. 

It is a pretty conceit of a con- 
temporary that March, which was 






like New Zealand mutton. It 
explains, among ther things, this season's 
extremely unpleasant chops in the 
Channel. 


An outraged pro-Boer newspaper declares, 
on the subject of Lords and Commons, 
that “it is a monstrous thing that an 
assembly wholly unrepresentative should 
be regaled with despatches hot from the 
diplomatic oven, while the House, which 


once popularly supposed to go out 
like a lamb, has gone out this year 
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is the direct product of the nation, should be put off with 
au few stale crumbs from the Peers’ feast.” The innuendo is 
obvious. The suggestion is that the despatches have been 


cooked. 





General Botha objects to Sir Alfred Milner. Very odd. Se 
does Mr. Lloyd George. 


One of our contemporaries has been entrenching upon our 
domain. The front page of Black and White for March 23rd 
has a picture of the Duke of York with a fu/l dress sword belt 
on, and an wadress cap, and, to crown all, the cap is a captain's 
cap (instead of an admiral’s), and he is wearing the stripes of 
an Inspector of Machinery on his sleeve! There is humour 
here —real latent humour. 


To Mine UNCLE. 
(Mr. Kruger is still at Utrecht, recovering from the 
operation performed upon his eyes. | 
"Tis easy, Oom Paul, to detect 
Why ’twas needful your eyes to inspect. 
You cannot deny 
You've had one in the eye, 
That’s the reason you tre Aked to Utrecht. 


Rats are being caught in Fleet Street just now which 
measure seventeen laches from the nose to the tip of the 
tail. They are caught, we understand, by dogs of the usual 
SIZe. 


The rector of St. Mary-at-Hill, in) London, has called 
down upon his head the rebuke 
of our very sober and reputable 
contemporary the Standard. 
The rector, it appears, attracts 
(ity men to his services by 
“turning the church into a 
variety entertainment, with J 
snippets of sermons, songs and ~ 
biographs, or similar nisic 
hall novelties.” If the music 
halls are jealous they can take 
their revenge; let them pass 
round the plate. 





It was an Irishman at Dublin who asked for a ticket from 
Dublin to London. “Return?” asked the clerk. “And for 
what.” said the indignant Pat, ‘should I be wantin’ a return 
when Oi’m here alridy !” 
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Lord Salisbury has established a record as Prime Minister’ 
This does not refer to the number of offices held by members 
of the Cecil family. 

Tue True Epiror. 
[A pro-Boer newspaper speaks of “the sanguinary gentlemen 
of the Press.” | 

Ke not deceived by his mild tall hat, 
His beneficent swallow tails, 

lsy the pipe he puffs, by his crumpled cuffs, 
And his manicured finger nails ; 

Be not deceived by his calm black tie, 
His trouserings flecked with mud, 

‘or beneath all this doth the serpent hiss, 
And the tiger boohoo for blood. 


His drink is the reddest of red, red ink, 
He eateth of flaming fire ; 
In fear of her life goes his pallid wife 
or war is his one desire ! 
He thumps his children, he breaks their toys, 
He knocketh the housemaid flat, 
\nd in quest of gore and eternal War, 
He kicketh the fireside cat. 


() ve who study the Dar/y Maz/, 
The Glote, and the P.I.G., 

flave you turned your mind to what’s hid behind 
That editorial “ We!” 

Ilave you ever thought o’er those horrid sheets, 
Who these terrible vampires are! 

() drink no more of this Jingo gore, 
Take Captain (‘oe and the Star! 
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HERGERT COLE > A - 


Ol! Lady (to driver of omnibus).—*’Rusman, You 
ARE THE .\NGEL, AREN’T You?” 

‘Busman.—“No, Mum: suet 1 HOPE TO BE, SOME 
DAY. 
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PASSENGER 
(anwrious to 
oblige) --“ WIL. 
ANY GENTUF 
Min Jorn ME 
IN. OFFERING 
THIS LADY A 
SEAT ?” 
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The Pall Mall Gazette is always revealing common gran 


matical errors. Yet it is possible to find in our contemporary 


day by day such sentences as “Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman 
is doing so-and-so and so-and-so.” It should be, of course, 
“Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman ave doing so-and-so and 
so-and-so,” 

The other day in church a curate prayed for “ His Royal 
Highness the Duke of Yornwall and Cork.” 





The sort of letters Mr. Andrew Carnegie is receiving just 
now by the bushel :—‘‘ Good and Christian Sir,—You have 
my full and lively sympathy in your terrible responsibility. 
| can imagine what a load on the conscience sixty or sevent) 
inillions must be, though I have never earned more than 
eighteenpence a month in my life. And so I have been lying 
awake at night thinking how I could help you, and at last 
(Heaven be thanked for it !) inspiration has flashed upon m) 
mind. Make a division of labour! Send me twenty or thirty 
millions, and I will distribute it in a good, useful, and Christian 
fashion.—I am, good and Christian sir, yours fraternally, 
('RIAH HEEP.’ 

“Mr. CARNEGIE. Sir,—Have youever thought of a fund for 
transplanting spinsters from unsuitable sites to countries where 
they could shed the refining influence of feminine grace on the 
savage hearts of Colonial bachelors? This is a_ national 
question. —Yours, JULIET (unattached ).” 

“Sir,—I am a British workman, and a man what speaks out. 
I’m no sickyfant, and never bowed myself to prince, king, 
policeman, missus, millionayor, or lord mayor. And to you I 
says, spend your money on making the poor happy ; we want 
breakfast for nothing, houses at the same price, and pubs. at 
decent intervals, instead of from a few houses between each, 
which means a walk. This is plain speakiug. but you're the 
sort to like it, and | am yours equally, WILLIAM SLODGERS.” 
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“Sir—I have perfected 
an invention for doing away 
with servants and clergy- 
men, and only want funds 
to bring it out. I can meet 
you by appointment any day 
you like.— Yours faithfully, 
James WHAT.” 


Louis de Rougemont has 
reappeared. The news comes 
from Australia, and tells us 
that when the famous rider 
of turtles appeared on the 
stage of a Melbourne music 
hall he was received with 
a perfect storm of abuse, 
which lasted five minutes, 
exactly the time occupied 
by de Rougemont on the 
stage. There is no British 
Association in Melbourne. 


The Star was a little too 
previous about the Tientsin 
dispute. “ Lorne Campbell 
is our Marchand,” it said, 
“and Russia is applying to 
him the methods used by us 
at Fashoda. The parallel is 
cruelly exact.” The next 
day Russia climbed down. 

Twinkle, twinkle little 

Star,, 

How I wonder what you 

are | 

Anti-England to the core, 

French, Armenian, Rus- 

sian, Boer ? 


The idea of instituting 
telephonic communication 
between the House of Lords 
and the House of Commons 
will not satisfy the Radical 
irreconcilables. According 
to them, Ministers do not 


so much want ringing up as 
stringing up: 


Morninc CAROL. 


Oh! the present is gay, 
And the future is bright, 
As I lie in my bed 
With a heart that is 
light, 
For 1 think with a smile 
(And I know I am right) 
That my face is a fairly 
Presentable sight, 
And I need not get up 
For ten minutes quite. 
F 5 Phe raptureecstatic, 
I shaved ove rnight. 
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New Page (after carefully pricking up a piece of tssue paper mcich Was dropped from caller's 
ward Case ).—“ EXCUSE Me, MapamM. BUT You'vVE DropreD A CIGARETTE Paper.” 
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THE DRAMATIST 
FROM OUTSIDE. 


(Our suggested opening last week 
for a play to be produced by 
Mr. George Alexander, at the 
St. James’s Theatre, has 
induced a_ correspondent te 
submit a second. ] 


SceENE: Dining-room of the 
Chateau de Kelkchose. Officers 
playing cards and drinking from 
gilded goblets, which are frequently 
refilled with nothing by the 
Gaston mental, bearing empty 
jar. Sounds without of a whist- 
ling, tearing wind, 


CapTain Brtot.—“ How goes 
the night, Gaston, thou red-headed 
son of Satan ?” 

Gaston (with Continental be 
guuning of the last century 
humour ).—“ Faith and if I be the 
son of Satan there be many 
friends of my father hereabouts.” 

OTHER OFFICERS (much 
diverted).—‘‘ Ah! A —rapier’s 
touch for thee, Bilot.” 
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CapTaIn BILoT (annoyed ).— 
“Knave! I asked thee con 
cerning the night. Answer ere 
[| run this sword through thee 
as encouragement to others (exasperated). or two pins thou 
shouldst go straight to perdition.” 

Gaston.—“If it be pins thou wantest, demand them ot 


Ze; : A))) 


“Iy THE Sprtinc a Younc Man’s Fancy LIGHTLY 
Turns Him Up.” 





= 


Critical Youth.—* Yes, Your ‘Goop SaMAritaN’ Is Not Bap, But | Don’t LIke 
Your DRAWING oF THE Ass 


In Fact, | Tuink | Coutp Make a Berrer Ass MyseEwr.” 


Jeannette, who boxed thy ears so soundly this very morn. 

She will belike give thee the needle.” 

(Other officers again intensely diverted, CAPTAIN BILOT ques 
to window angrily and throws it open. Snow drifts in. 
Some of it drifts to fireplace and remarns there unmelted. ) 

CapTaAIn  BiLot (erertedly).—* Comrades come hither ! 
Softly | beg!’ 

(They crowd to the window, GASTON advances to footlights, 

and explains the play.) 

Gaston (soliloquising).—“Since the young Marquis de 
Kelkchose set out to oppose, some siX moons since, the man 
from Corsica, whom my mistress once knew and fears, no 
tidings have been heard of him.” (Increased uproar without, 
The officers start back from window affrightedly.) “How now, 
messieurs ? What is amiss /” 

Captain BiLor (fiercely).—“ Curse you for a chattering 
fool. Silence ere I cut thy weazand for thee. Blow out the 
lights.” 

Gaston (stolid/y).—“ khave but been explaining the plot 
that 

CapTaIn Brito (with agitation ).—“ Blow out the lights I 
say, that we may be in darkness. Then under cover of dark- 
ness we men may all escape with our lives.” 

Gaston (putting his back to doorway).—“ And leave 
Madame la Marquise and her charming infant ¢” 

Caprain Bitor (strenucusly).—“ To leave forty Mesdames 
la Marquise and five thousand charming infants. Stand aside, 
thou pig. Stand aside or we will—— (knocking 1.U.E.) A 
thousand curses on you. ‘Too late!” 

(Voices without call in the French language “ Ouvrez la 
porte!” A crash and through the portiere comes a short 
figure in coat and cocked hat, arms folded.) 


¢ 99 


Orricers (saluting humbly ).—“ Napoleon ! 
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POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 


Magistrate. “ WELL, Orricer, WHAT’s Tuts ?” 


Police Officer.“ ley you PLEASE, YouR Worsuip, | 


LANGUAGE.” 


TYPES FROM OUR TERRACE. 


THe IMMATURE VIOLINIST. 


LA \\ ought to be passed forbidding anybody to touch a 

violin until he can play it. I have said so in the 

kindest way to Jenkins. | assured him that I did 

not mind the noise so much myself—I am always polite, even 

when | have to strain the truth for it—but that my wife 
thought the sound gave baby colic. 

Jenkins ts my next-door neighbour, although I do not 
remember ever having done anything to deserve it. 

When I reached home on the day he bought his violin, Jane 
met me with the news that she thought the Jenkins’s baby 
was dead, and that it must have suffered terribly. She made 
me run in and ask if I could do anything. 

Jenkins said the baby was perfectly well and in the best of 
spirits. But he had a sort of reticent and shamed air, which 
made me wonder whether he had murdered it. 

“It is very curious,” said Jane, when I took back my report. 
“ Immediately after Mr. Jenkins got home their baby began to 
wail in the most heart-breaking way. It made my blood run 
cold, and when it stopped suddenly I was almost relieved to 
think that the poor little thing was out of its misery. And 





KOUND THIS “ERE WoMAN IN THE STREET USING UNSEEN 


now I come to think of it he brought home something in brown 
paper that looked like a baby’s coftin.” 

We had nearly finished dinner when Jane stopped eating 
suddenly, and looked as if she had seen a ghost. 

“That is not a baby, my dear,” I said. “It is a cat.” 

“Then Mr. Jenkins is torturing it,” said Jane, who had been 
reading anti-vivisection tracts. “ You must go and interfere.’ 

‘Nonsense, my dear ; the poor thing has hurt itself.” 

“Then it ought to be put out of its misery,” said Jane, “and 
if Mr Jenkins does not know how to do it, you must go in and 
show him.” 

Now personally I am a peaceful man, and I hate interfering 
with my neighbours’ business and cats, and I have only the 
vaguest idea how the latter should be put out of their misery. 
sut it is better to offend one’s neighbour than one’s wife, so 
when the wailing continued, I just selected a razor, a hand-saw, 
the coal-hammer, and a bottle of carbolic acid, and went next 
door again. I calculated as I drew near that there must be 
more than one cat in pain. I put it at six 

Jane had impressed upon me that I must creep in quietly 
this time, since Mr. Jenkins was evidently deceiving me, and 
I caught him in the act. But I took the coal-hammer back 


unstained, even when he invited me to stop and listen to his 
performance. 


I am sometimes sorry that Jenkins is nota cat. 
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He—* 
May | Have THE PLEASURE OF FOURTEEN ! 


She (her first d 
first « ance).—* On !” (hesita * 
ating) “Not Quite so Many as THAT, I’m AFRAID.” 
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through shouting “Order, order !” in streets. 
nothing if not original. 
Parliament. 
should grow thin 


Am 


new plan of running 





(A Diary of Irresponsible Incidents.) 


R. SPEAKER, having an important golf match to 


play, asked me to take the Char. 
evidence of Speaker’s great insight. 


immensely, though 


Orry (‘abinet Ministers 


ind | 


dertul 


Harcourt 


former 
bucohie 


ale under continual 
Radical roysterers, instituted scheme whereby 
Ministers should heckle the hecklers. Won. 
Balfour got burly and robust. 
shadow. of _ his 
(Chamberlain quite 
manner. 


effect. 
became mere 


colossal self, 


has jaunty, jolly 


Which was 
Enjoyed new 
got into trouble with police 


So devised 
Being 


heckling from 


Lloyd 


Chamberlain’s 


FUN. 
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allowing intervals for refresh- 
ment,” said Patrick. Then 
I told him to stand down. 
“Knock him down,” said 
Chamberlain. Somebody 
knocked him down and carried 
him away. 

Balfour asked Harcourt to 
read private memoranda which 
passed between Harcourt and 
Rosebery when Rosebery was 
Prime Minister. Irresponsi- 
bility making A. J. B. sly, 
caustic dog. Generally under- 
stood Harcourt thought his 
meritsoverlooked when Radical 
Premiership going. Relations 
so strained wouldn’t even speak 
with Rosebery through tele 
phone. Notes enhanced said 
to be epigrammatic and ex. 
pressive. Balfour insisted on full publication. 

Harcourt, quite thin, said no useful purpose met by 
publication. Consequent groans from Tories. ‘“ Answer. 
answer,” cried Lord Hugh Cecil, willowy youth, youngest 
son of Prime Minister Salisbury and 
cousin of Balfour. 

“Harcourt is muzzled!” said George 
Christopher Trout Bartley, an Islington 
lad, who takes large size in chairs. 

Balfour accordingly got up and said 
descendant of Plantagenet’s _ treating 
House with levity. Nation simply gasping 
to know secret correspondence of Libera] 
party. 

This brought Harcourt up. Said cor- 
respondence merely trivial; enquiries 





NAPOLEON REDMOND. 


George—hitherto plague of 
lifte—is at  hydropathic establishment at 
Llandovery, living on slops and mountain 


glance” ; 


about horse-breeding and 
secondly, no 


“form at a 
correspondence: 


alr. 


Only drawback to plan is that Chamber. 
Insisted on cross-examining 
little Pat O’Brien as to whether St. Patrick 
was a Boer ora Frenchman. 

Pat O'Brien is little sawed-off man. Lack 
if stature somewhat inconvenient. 
him yesterday to reply to question. 


lain 1s 


pot 


ta) noisy. 


Pat O'BRIEN. 





(‘alled 


Nowhere to be found until 
Clerk at Table discovered 
him underneath, 

“Think if I stand on the 
table, Mr. Speaker,” said he, 
“T’ll be seen?” 

“Order, order,” said I; “the 
honourable member must have 
a step ladder.” Then they 
brought in step ladder, Patrick 
started carrying papers, moun- 
tains of them. He staggered 
beneath — load. “What are 
those?” I asked. * Those, 
sir, constitute a reply to 
question as to birthplace of 
my illustrious ancestor.” “How 
long will it take to read?” | 
asked. “About two years, 





Harcourt Quite THIN. 


at all; thirdly, would see Balfour in 
East Manchester before would gratily 
curiosity. 

On this Balfour moved adjournment | 
House to discuss who was best golf player 
in Parliament. Topic slightly irrelevant. 
Allowed it to pass because one subject 
inclined to be monotonous. Balfour wanted 
to explain theory regarding bunkered ball. Placed inkstand 
on centre of floor and swung umbrella. Magnificent drive, 
though bottle struck the Chancellor of Exchequer, and made 
him say things. 

Napoleon Redmond, striking St. Helena attitude, moved 
“Closure.” Balfour extremely angry. Cried “Gag, gag!” 
He himself lofty upholder of liberties of speech—bulwark 
of House of Commons! Never dream himself of such 
outrage! Would write pamphlet on “The Philosophy 0! 
the Bunkered.” 

Great indignation of Ministers. Chamberlain said it just 
showed Radicals frightened of truth. 

Afterwards Balfour came to me. “That was splendid idea 
of yours,” he said, “to let us heckle as a change. Positively 
refreshing. Give Opposition taste of rod they apply. but 
carried too far has disadvantages. If any gagging prefer to 
apply it. Interest of nation when I apply it; self-evident 
Radicals only apply it to crush free speech.” The Speaker 
returns to-morrow. 
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THE 
DRAMA. 
PHONE. 


S the Eng 
A lish mother 
in law is a 
standard joke, it 
Is quite appro 
priate that 
“Mamma” (in 
law) should be a 
Criterion — farce. 
Mr. Grundy 
adapted the 
naughty French 
piece in such 
manner that 
Mrs. Grundy 
thoroughly 
approved of — it. 
[It was first pro 
duced some years 
ago by Mr. Hare, 
who then hunted 
with the hounds 
in the field of 
. faree instead of 
keeping to the classic gardens of comedy wherein he won 
fame. In the revived version, Mrs. Calvert does not appear 
in ballet skirts, but as Carmen—and of course we laughed and 
laughed. To see her as Carmen is toreador her; but then 
one is bound to re-adore her in each new part she plays. 


THE BEERBOHM TREE, Cur VERY 
MucH AGAINST THE GREIN. 


ut, admirably as Mr. Grundy has changed French 
naughtiness into English fun, he missed a grand opportunity 
when he kept the play a farce. The theme is really tragic, 
epically tragic; the story deals with one of the few really 
great tragedies which modern civilised monotony has left to 
us. A man with one mother-in-law is a sutticiently pathetic 
figure. Kat when that man arranges for his wife to divorce him 
in order to taste once again the British heritage of freedom, 
only to find that his next wife’s father has married her, 
and that now not only is his ex-wife his mother-in-law, but 
his ex-mother-in-law is his grandmother-in-law, the subject 
becomes almost too poignant for tears. Any end to such a 
play which does not show at least two murdered bodies and 
probably a suicide at the fall of the curtain must necessarily 
be unreal and unconvincing. 

The fun is unceasing at the Criterion, for “Mamma” 1s 
very spirited]y played by Mr. Bourchier, Mrs. Calvert, Miss 
Ethel Matthews, Mr. Hendrie, and Mr. George Giddens. 

“ Andromache,” a drama in three dirges, was recently 
produced by the Stage Society at a Garrick Theatre matince. 
This three-act play is by Mr. Gilbert Murray. Unless there 
is the excuse of genius, the committal of a classic tragedy is a 
capital offence ; but Mr. Murray was recommended to mercy 
on the ground that he had not perpetrated the crime in blank 
verse. He had not actually murdered the King’s English. 
His prose saved him, but his “pro’s” aggravated the offence, 
for the actors and actresses were accessories before the fact to 
boring us intolerably. The performance being an invitation 
one_the theatre was full, and the verdict of the packed jury 
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was that boredom spells pain, and therefore “Andromache ” 
spelled Androm-ache. 

Miss Edyth Olive, as Hector’s wife, hectored the other lady. 
Miss Olive acted with classic dignity and style. Miss Janet 
Achurch, as Hermione, was altogether too modern ; as a modern 
heroine, Miss Achurch is so fascinating that any chap'll die for 
her; but her manner does not match togas. Mr. Charles 
Charrington, as Pyrrhus, King of Phthia in neolithic times, 
looked incomplete without a cigarette and a monocle. 


“Fun’s” CoNFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE THEATRES. 

Duke of York's. —* Lady Ursula.” Charming comedy, capi 
tally played. Ladies may leave their blushes at home. 
While there’s a wife there is Hope—of finding a play 
which will make her laugh without making you ashamed 
of taking her to see it. 

Savoy. Patience.” Still on the monument of success. 
Gilbert's opera is delightfully sung and acted. 

Strand.—“In the Soup.” Not at all clear, but funny in a 
pantomimic kind of way. Primitive farce, but cleverly 
acted, Those with a fine sense of humour should stay 
away. Others may laugh. 

Haymarket.—“ The Second in Command,” Pretty little play, 
very harmless and entertaining. Not very real or con 
vineing. Everyone takes care to avoid saying the one 
thing which in life would be said at once. But then there 
would be no “Second in Command,” which would be a 
pity. Admirably played. 

Comedy.—Shakespearean revivals. Intensely respectable, not 
very thrilling. All good actors in all parte, except leading 
man and lady, only good in some parts. 

THE STAGE Coacn, 

















Kriend (to another, who is reading with a terrible 
expression on his face).—“ Goop Lorp, OLtp Mav, 
WHat Have You Gor Hotp Or to Make You Look 
Like THat? ‘Portick Niws,’ MAETERLINK TRAGEDY, 
on WHat!” 

“TRAGEDY, YES——Bank Book !” 
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THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


THE KAISER. 


[ILHELM of Deutschland is by birth a Kaiser ; by 
W choice, a yachtsman ; by accident, a Field-Marshal ; 
by mistake, a telegraphist ; by tastes, a journalist ; 

hy necessity, a traveller; by inclination, an artist; and his 


jorte is song writing. He also preaches and writes poems. 
ut for all that he is “a right jolly good fellow.” 
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CHIPS. 

An extravagant age ‘ . The sweet buy and buy. 
Not necessarily a well-read 

man. , . , . The bookie. 
Ova bearing . ; . Fowls. 
An open question May I come in? 
Favourite haunt The premises of “ Uncle.” 
Bound to score The composer. 
A question of time What o’clock is it ? 
Hull of wisdom . Stuffed with sage. 
A “bitter” complaint. . Arsenic. 





MY MODEL MAID. 


|‘ Whether a specimen of the model maid servant is stil] 
extant is a moot point, much as was, until recently, the 


continued existence of the Moa.”—Darly Press. | 


My notion of maids that are “ model,” 
Perchance may not fully agree 
With every fair matron’s in Britain, 
But this is the “model” for me: 
Her dresses are fashioned sedately 
Of “‘ print” of a delicate tinge, 
Her tigure is neat but not stately 
And her forehead is minus a fringe. 
She never “speaks back” when I scold her, 
But stands as demure as a nun, 
And sees that my view is the right one, 
And whispers “ Yes, m’m,” when I’m done. 
She rises at six in the morning, 
And does not shirk brush and black-lead, 
She never gives “cheek” and her “ warning” 
Because | take breakfast in bed. 
She has a young man in the country, 
Some forty, or so, miles away, 
And that is so very convenient, 
She can’t see him three times a day. 
She goes to her chapel on Sunday, 
Ne’er speaks to the servant next door, 
Washes, mangles, and irons on Monday, 
And what could a mistress want more ? 





THINGS SEEN. 


( With Achnowledame nts to the “ Academy.”) 


THE EVANGELIST. 

[tT was evening ; over the pallor of the fading day trembled 
the dulcet melody of a pessimistic German band, and the quiet 
street was wrapped in many strange and exclusive odours. 
From a plethoric public-house at the corner wispish streaks ot 
light arrowed over the slimy pavement, illuminating the 
muddiness of the mud and the wetness of the puddles. It 
was all essentially Dickensesque, and likewise Morrisonesque. 
It was also slightly Gissingesque. Suddenly, the door of the 
public-house shot open, and the grateful effluvium of beery 
sawdust floated out to meet the generally prevalent aroma 0! 
washing and kippers. Hard on the track of the effluvium, 
followed a somewhat deplorable-looking man; he emerged 
from the door of the gin palace rather hurriedly, and with the 
air of one who has no particular control over his actions. He 
landed somewhere near the gutter, and where he landed he 
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I.—THE C'uRTAIN 


sat, giving vent to his opinions generally with an eloquent but 
lurid tongue. An individual in a blue frock-coat and a 
lelmet, sauntered heavily from around the corner, and eyed 
the profane gentleman on the pavement in a_ pained and 
horrified manner. He addressed him in language doubtless 
calculated to elevate his mind to higher and better things, but 
the ejected one paid no further heed than to continue his 
bitterly satirical tirade, directed mainly against the respect 
ability of the barman’s mother. The evangelist in uniform 
bent over and seized his flock by the collar ; he balanced him 
on the end of his person usually utilised for propelling 
purposes, and he linked his depraved arm in his own. Thus, 
side by side, the rescuer and the saved, they proceeded towards 
the harbour of refuge. 
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LECTURE. 


MERE QUIBBLING. 

VILLAINY “does” for virtue, 

A penniless man can want for nothing. 

\ miss is a hit--when she is pretty. 

A deep thinker we know tells us that we should save our 
selves trouble. In our ignorance we have been giving this 
cheerful commodity away for years, 

Discharge your duty piously. [tis the one sense that can 
easily be done without. 

Young love seldom comes to a match. In faet any sort of 
illumination is distasteful to it. 

The County Couneil have not given us the impression that 
their street “repairing” is a wildly amusing performance, but 
they have at any rate diverted the trafic. 
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A Werry O_Lp WHEEZE. 


Yokohama, March 21. 
The Korean crisis is settled. One 
official has been beheaded. — Reuter. 


Dip Not FoLitow. 


‘You ask me why I come here so 
much?” said the young man, assuming 
the aggressively argumentative style. 
‘Isn't the pursuit of happiness one 
of the inalienable rights of man?” 

Ves,” 
‘*Well,” he rejoined, triumphantly, ‘ in 
my case the pursuit of happiness is the 
pursuit of you.” 
‘Very good,” the young woman said, 
adopting the crushingly demonstrative 
style. ‘Are not life and liberty also 
inalienable rights ?” 
‘They are.” 
* Well, you pursue me nearly every 
evening in the week. You worry the lite 
out of me and interfere with my liberty.” 
This is how it happened that no union 
yvrew out of this joint declaration of inde 
pendence. Chicago Tribune. 














































THE PROGRESS OF THE SEASONS. 


‘ Jobnny,” said the teacher, ‘* can 
February March?” 

“No,” said Johnny, ** but April May.” 
Life. 


Disinterred by a Statesman at the 
Mansion House, March 26th, 1901: ‘* We 
may now be able to tell her virtues to our 
fellow-men. and when we are dead and 
gone, to our children yet unborn.” 





STAGE MANAGER. —-** Now, Mr. Stormer, 
listen to me a moment. 

BARNES STORMER (the vi//ain ).—** Well, 
sir?” 

STAGE MaNacer. —*' When the heroine 
says to you, ‘Do your worst !° that doesn’t 
mean to act that way.’ — Wasp, 


Tue KEAStEST SOLUTION, 


JernoLp (telling story).—-*' Twice | | 
snapped my rifle at the charging lion ; it 


UNDER THE failed to explode. He was right upon me 


and what do you think I did then?” 


SPREADING CHESTNUT Erne. = (ycoening).- ** Woke up!” 
TREE. Judge, 


(C'OMPENSATION, 


Wry THE TREES Moan, ‘Batted again!” said the detective. 

Limping LAanky. ‘* How ve trees moan ‘* Baffled again !” 
and sigh!” But he coolly lit a cigar. 

PEDESTRIAN Prrer. ‘Tf thou wert as ‘* After all.” he said, ** | don’t mind being 
tull oO rreen apples as they he, thou hattled at so much per day.” Puck. 
would’st moan and sigh, too.” Old 
Monkish MN. For INDIGESTION, 

THe Royant Cook.—‘t Does your royal 

Binco.——** Bobbie, have you been fighting highness feel well enough to partake of this 
again with that little boy next door?” sailor we have captured ?” 

Bornpik.——‘' No, sir. It’s the same old Kine Um Yau.‘ Yes, chuck him in the 
fight.” — Lite. | pot. Pl trv this salt cure Pve heard so 


much about.” —/udge. 


No Harr Rations For HER. , C3 M 
oOo 4100D TO SLISS. 


He (desxpx rately in love ).—** Don't. vo’ : ile : 
t'ink two kin lib as cheaply as one ?” ‘ Moruer (coming awiftly). * Why, 

SHE (reflectively). —**Va-as: but Td Willie! Striking your little sister !” 
ruthar be de one 1° — Puck. WILLIE (dogged/y).—** Auntie made me.” 

MaIpEN Avunt.—-*‘ Why, Willie! I said 
if you did strike her [ would never kiss you 


» > 4 ? ‘Ty’ . . . 
PROBABILITIES. again. 


ia Will nothing make you change you Winter (stt// doggedly). —* Well, I 
mind and marry - he asked, couldn't let no chance like that slip.” 
* Another man might,” she replied. Daily Picayune. 





THE PONDERINGS OF A SpInsrRR. 

To a hull passel uv wimmin th’ love uv a 
man don’t mean nothin’ but silk pettycoates 
an’ cubs an’ somebody to be drew’ ’round 
with a gag bit. 


To a scurce few wimmin that same love 
brings her clost ter somebody what she kir 
hearten up on rainy days—somebody what's 
so dear that she kin make sacertfices without 
a-going’ an’ a perclaimin’ uv em to him - 
somebody, fer the love uv who she kin oc 
without things, an’ go without ‘em co 
sweet-like that nobody wouldn't neve, 
dream that she’d ever a-missed ‘em. 

Ef yoh’re curus t’ cypher onto jist what 
th’ actooal wuth uv close is, you wont hey 
t’ go ‘round a-askin’ none uv them stores 
what’s brung their things from Paree. Aj] 
voh’ve got ter dois jest ter present yerselt to 
somebody's ‘tarternoon,” am’ yol’ll larn more 
in five minits than yoh kin git a-hangin 
‘round them other places all winter. Yoh’l] 
hev a more realisin’ sense—ez th’ preachers 
ay--ef you hain’t togged out very heavy 
verself ; an’ at the same time, yer mem'ry 
‘Il improve so’s yoh won't be very likely te) 
fervit, neither. j 

N. B.— Don’t tackle it, onless yoh’re ree! 
kind o° bent onto knowin ? 

ELvikA Hopkins, of Tompkins Corners. 
Record. 


Not ALEX.’S EARTH. 
ALEX. Smartr—‘' The earth is merely a 
speck in the universe.” | 
PROF. SQUELCHER.—‘* While your state 
ment is true, young man, that does not 
justify your apparent theory that vou own 
it. ”’--Ohio State Journal. 


ANOTHER NATIONAL JESY. 
‘(Quick !” exclaimed the proprietor of 
the hardware store in Kansas, rushing in 
and jerking the idle clerk to his feet ; 
‘hide the spirit thermometers! Here 
comes Mrs. Carrie Nation !”°—f hicago 
Tribe . 


MorE INFORMATION. 

Tomy. —‘‘ Say, Pa, what is the difter- 
ence between an amateur poet and a 
protessional ”” 

Mr. Froc.—‘* The amateur poet, my) 
hoy, is the one that keeps the protessional 
starving.” 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will 7 
jected matter 
he returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stamped and 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
will be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 
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